150	ONE THOUSAND  FAMOUS THINGS
The Glory and the Dream
I
 was often unable to think of external things as having external
existence, and I communed with all I saw as something not apart
from, but inherent in, my own nature.
Many times while going to school have I grasped at a wall or a
tree to recall myself from this abyss of idealism.
Wordsworth on his childhood
A Cry of Woe From the Long Ago
This poem was written with a pen made from rook^s feathers
picked up in a prison yard in the days of the Chartist agitation
w
e plough and sow, we're so very, very low,
That we delve in the dirty clay,
Till we bless the plain with the golden grain,
And the vale with the fragrant hay.
Our place we know, we're so very low,
Tis down at the landlord's feet:
We're not too low the bread to grow.
But too low the bread to eat.
Down, down we go, we're so very, very low,
To the hell of the deep-sunk mines,
But we gather the proudest gems that glow
When the crown of a despot shines.
And whenever he lacks—upon our backs
Fresh loads he deigns to lay :
We're far too low to vote the tax,
But not too low to pay.
We're low, we're low, we're very, very low,
Yet from our ringers glide
The silken flow and the robes that glow
Round the limbs of the sons of pride.
And what we get and what we give,
We know, and we know our share :
We're not too low the cloth to weave.
But too low the cloth to wear I
Ernest Jones
Flower in the Crannied Wall
thlowek in the crannied wall,
JT I pluck you out of the crannies,
I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower—but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know what God and man is.
Tennyson

